Leningrad Theaters
not know at all but who had at first been assigned to the same
room as I. The Intourist girls were fatally attracted toward the
idea that I wanted to get in touch with this man and would
half-shut their eyelids trying to grasp it.
I heard nothing more from this note, so, after the theater,
I tried to get the desk to call the German writer's room. A
tall well-dressed man with spectacles and a shaved head, who
looked as if he might be a German, asked me whether I were
looking for Herr B. I answered that this was the case and
asked whether he were Herr B. I understood him to say that he
was, and a short conversation followed, in which he explained
that he had no idea where Comrade S. was at the moment, and
presently remarked, "I'm not Herr B. My name is T.," naming
a well-known Russian writer. I said that I knew who he was,
and we talked about a translation of one of his books which had
attracted some attention in America 5 and finally he disappeared.
I heard nothing further that night from either Comrade S.
or Herr B.j but in the middle of the next afternoon I had a
call from Comrade S. on the telephone. Just as we were about
to make an appointment, we were cut off, and, though I waited
for some time in my room, I received no further call.
The next morning I tried to phone him. Somebody had
written out his number for me, but in such a way that one of
the digits looked as much like an 8 as a 9. The Intourist girl
was sure it was 8$ but the 8 number was always busy, so I had
her try the number with 9. This number did not answer. In the
afternoon, I tried again. The 8 number was now out of order.
The girl thought it was 8 or nothing, but I made her try the
9 again, and sure enough the 9 was his number, and he himself
answered the phone. He said, "You are a hard man to get!"
We made an appointment for 6 that afternoon, and at that
hour he promptly appeared. He seemed to me energetic and
practical and was dressed in square-cut clothes like an Ameri-
169